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"Shandon's no friend of mine/' said George, flush-
ing. "I don't knock about with him. He comes into
the garage sometimes, that's all. He's a friend of
Barrett's."
"Well, if half of what I hear's true," Mr, Smeeth re-
marked, "he's a friend to nobody, that chap. And you
just keep out of his way, George, see?"
"First I've heard of this/' said Mrs. Smeeth, looking
severely at her son.
"All ri', Dad," George muttered, nodding, "So long,
Ma." And he was off.
Mrs. Smeeth promptly rushed the remaining dirty
plates into the kitchen, and then returned, five minutes
later, to find her husband looking at a battered copy of
a detective story that had somehow found its way into
the room. You could not say he was reading it. So
far, he was merely glancing suspiciously at it. Mrs.
Smeeth took up the evening paper, pecked at it here and
there, then pottered about a minute or two, then turned
on the wireless, which only let loose another patronising
gentleman, switched it off, brought two socks and some
darning wool from the top of the little bookcase, ex-
amined them with distaste, looked across at her husband,
then said: "I can't settle down to anything to-night,
somehow. How d'you feel about a little walk round?
We might look in at Fred's for an hour. What d'you
say? Oh, no, I thought not—won't stir, the old stick-
in-the-mud. One of these days I'll be finding a nice
young man to take me .to the pictures. Well, if you
won't stir, I will. I think I'll just slip round to Mrs.
Dalby's for an hour. She asked me if I would,"
"You do," said Mr. Smeeth. "I'm all right here."
He lit his pipe again, made up the fire, and tried to

